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ON 



SACRED SUBJECTS. 



NEW TEAE»S DAT. 



"Lord, let it alone this year also, tiU I shall dig about it, and 
dung it : and if it bear fruit, well : and if not, then after that thou 
shalt cut it down." — ^LuKS xiiL 8-9. 



Choose you this day the Master ye will serve ! 
Choose you this day the God ye will adore ; 
Is not the past of life a desert waste P 
The tree degenerate, cumbering the ground 
From year to year, and unproductive still 
Of fruits of righteousness — repaying ill 
The care and culture of the Dresser's hand ! 
And thou hast spared it, Lord ! another year ; 

B 



2 NEW TEAB'S DAT. 

Spared it ! in Thy forbearing mercy spared ! 

If haply some probationary term 

Of added life and superadded grace, 

Might yet correct its vitiated sap, 

And fructify its withering barren boughs. 

Oh ! may the past suffice to have in vain 

Been hedg'd around — been water'd and refresh'd 

By dropping show'rs and dripping dews from Heav'n, 

To quicken and expand its stunted growth, 

And keep it safe from all external harm, 

Though many an adverse storm hath beaten on it. 

Give me to live henceforth to Thee, who died'st 

To save me from a grave of living death, 

A life of sensuality and vice ! 

The lusting of the flesh and of the eye, 

The pride, pomp, pleasure, vanity of the world, 

The food and furniture of carnal minds. 

If unallured by Wisdom's gentler calls. 

If by her piteous pleadings imreclaim'd. 

Let Sinai's thunder drive me to the Eock 

Of shelter from the storm of penal woe ; 

Let me be awed itnd driven by Thy frown 

To hear and heed Thy voice in threatening tones : 

Bend me to bear Thy cross — and kiss the rod. 

Submissive to my Pather's chastening han^ 

Correcting me in measure — not in wrath. 



KEW YEAB'S DAT. 

DiBcbarged already on the sinless Lamb, 

The sinner's surety, substitute, and Eriend. 

Hear Him, O man ! whose voice once shook the earth ; 

Hear Him, O man ! whose voice shall once again 

Shake— not the Earth alone^but also Heaven. 

The Saviour and Eedeemer speaks to thee ; 

'Es Wisdom's cry — ^to you, O man ! she calls. 

Her voice is lifted to the sons of men ; 

Hear, O ye careless simple ones, be wise ! 

" My Son, give me thy Heart"— whole and entire 

Thy heart must give its undivided love, — 

Thou canst not serve two masters, Gtod and mammon : 

Or Christ — or Belial — One will be prefer' d. 

Honoured, obeyed — exclusively adored ! 

Choose you this day the Master ye will serve. 

Choose you this day the Q-od ye will adore. 

Oreat is the mercy ! Man, thou hast a choice, 
And art not left, like Lucifer, to bear 
Thy damnatory sentence unrepealed. 
Pause — ponder here the sovereignty of G-race ! 
Angels that sinned, and who abjured their faith, 
"Who left their first estate, and bright abode, 
Lie prostrate in impenitence and guilt. 
Helpless Apostates ! irreclaimable : 
Por ever doomed, impardoned, unredeemed. 
No proclamation made of Grace divine 
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NEW YBAE's DAT. 



To them — rejected by the Son of God, ^ 

Beside Him there's no Saviour — ^none is found 

Throughout Heaven's circuit able to atone 

Their past transgression, and to herald peace ; 

Hopeless — remediless they ever lie, 

In darkness held in everlasting chains 

Unto the judgment of the last great day. 

The Saviour passed them by unhelped, and fixed 

His pitying eye upon the rebel Man ! 

Oh ! wondrous mystery of Jehovah's love ! 

Lodg'd in the heart of our Immanuel God, 

And treasured there before He made the worlds ; 

To be revealed in latter days to man. 

When He — in fulness of the times should come 

To break the seal of mystery, which kept 

The God of Glory from the eyes of men, 

And veiled His mercy from the hosts of Heav'n. 

Lo ! at the appointed time the Saviour came ! 

Partook of flesh and blood — assumed the form 

And nature— not of Angels — ^that were low 

Indeed to stoop — but lower still — of man ; 

Of woman bom — God manifest in flesh ! 

To reconcile the world unto Himself, 

To taste of death for every man, and give 

Complete deliv'rance from the Devil's thrall : 

The power that lords it o'er a sinftd world, 



KBW TSAB'B DAT. 

Usurps th' allegiance of its lawful King, 
And proffers thee— 'tis idl he can bestow — 
" Sin for a season" — with eternal woe ! 
Choose you this day the Master ye will serve ! 
Choose you this day the God ye will adore ! 
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THE BAisnre or lazabus. 



THE EAISING OP LAZAETJS. 
John xi. 48. 

" LazaroBy come forth " — aloud Messiah cried, 
And forth he came — ^the Lazarus who died ; 
Bandaged with grave-clothes hand and foot and head, 
He lives and breathes and moves, who late was dead. 
And who is this, whose voice the dead hath heard. 
Starting to life, obedient to his word P 
Who bade this death-tranced Sleeper to awake P 
Eise &om his bed of dust — the grave forsake P 
To live once more in flesh with mortal men. 
And run the zealous race of life againP 
'Tis He ! the Son of Man, who is in Heav*n ; 
To whom, as Lord of life, the power is given. 
Eternal — 'ere His mortal life began ; 
At once both David's Sire, and David's Son. 
The sin-forgiving Judge — the just and holy ; 
The sin-atoning Lamb — the meek and lowly : 
The Lord from Heav'n — the second Adam — ^made 
The promised seed to braise the Serpent's head. 



THE BAisnra or lazabus* 

The King of Glory and a cliild of dust ! 
The Hope of Israel — and the G-entile's trust. 
In Him — both God and man their beings blend, 
The Lord our Eighteousness — the Sinners' Mend ! 
In Him — the Saint is deathless — death can have 
No power to hold him in the gloomy grave. 
Death may awhile his soul and body sever. 
But 'tis to meet and part no more for ever ; 
When He " l?he Eesurrection and the Life," 
Shall give Him victory, and end the strife ; 
When He, '^ The Truth," whose promise is not slack, 
Shall call the disembodied Spirit back 
To repossess its tenement of day. 
Made more resplendent than the light of day. 
Till then — he sleeps in Jesus — and his dust 
Lies in the tomb, a consecrated trust ! 
His life is hid with Gk>d in Christ— and none 
Can separate his union with the Son. 
He waits the sound of the last trump to rise. 
And claim, through Him, a mansion in the skies. 
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CHEISTMAS DAT. 

Hail, Prince of Peace ! both David's Son and Lord, 
Angels proclaim tbis daj Thy wondrous birth ; 

Glory to Grod on high ! in sweet accord 
They shout good-will to men, and peace on Earth. 

Their new-bom King the Shepherds hie to see 

In Bethlehem, and adoring bend the knee. 

Lo ! heaven-directed from the pearly east, 

With gifts of frankincense and myrrh and gold, 

A foreign band of sages come to feast 

On wisdom, which their visioned thoughts unfold. 

The star-led Magi come from far to greet 

The King of saints, and worship at His feet. 

And doth our God thus lay His Glory by, 
To dwell with men, and in a servant's guise 

Stoop from His throne of Majesty on high. 
To make his soul for sin a sacrifice ? 

Sinners ! your manger-cradled Saviour see. 

The mighty God ! and learn humility. 



0HBISTMA8 DAT. 9 

All hail, Immanuel ! the Incarnate Word ! 

Creator — Creature ! Child, both Gk)d and Man ! 
Jesus the Christ ! by Heaven and Earth adored, 

Eternal— ere in time Thy life began ; 
Th' Immortal veiled in mortal flesh, to prove 
To sinners — me the chief— that God is Love. 

" He first loved us" — In love Jehovah laid 

His plan of mercy to rebellious man ! 
Man cannot love Him, until willing made ; 

But, in the day of power, Christ-fireed, he can ! 
'Tis liberty of soul — below — above ! 
To know, to feel, to prove— that Gtod is Love. 

Hail then, Immanuel ! God with us to live ! 

God manifest in flesh for us to die ! 
Lord, lov'st Thou me P Thou dost ! Then let me give 

My love to Thee, and thanks to God most High. 
O bless the Lord my soul ! with rapture sing. 
This day is bom Thy Saviour ! Christ a King ! 
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THE PASSAGE OP JOEDAN. 

JOBHUA iii. 

How safely rests the Ark in Jordan's bed ! 
How safelj pass the hosts bj Jesus led ! 
Touched at the brink th' o'erflowing river feels 
The presence of its God, and backward reels ; 
The flood disparts — ^the stream is driven back^ 
And fails to flow along its wonted track : 
Heap'd up on high a liquid wall it stands, 
And leaves a passage for the chosen bands ; 
While uncontroll'd the nether waters sweep. 
And bear the shout of Israel to the deep. 
How safely rests the Ark in Jordan's bed ! 
Now safely pass the hosts by Jesus led ! 
So to the Saint a quiet grave is given, 
A vestibule to pass from Earth to Heav'n. 



WHIT8UK-TIDB. 11 



WHITStTN-TIDE. 

Come, Holy Spirit ! Gift of Love ! 

Thy saving grace on me bestow ; 
Help me to fix my hopes above, 

And quit my every stay below. 
I know not how sin's present pain, 

Nor how sin's future doom to shun ; 
For when the end I seem to gain, 

The work is still to be begun. 

" Oft, as I feel within my breast 

The rising wish of sin forgiven; 
Some thoughts of righteousness and rest 

To be enjoy'd by Saints in Heaven." 
'Tis like the mom's deceitful smile 

On dewy scenes of transient date ; 
The sun is seen — ^but just awhile, 

To show the winter of my state. 



12 WHITSUK-TIDB, 

Believe I cannot, nor obey, 

Faith and obedience come of thee ! 
I cannot watch, I cannot pray, 

XTnless thou watch and pray in me ; 
I cannot for a moment stand. 

Unless thy mighty power sustain ; 
And when I fall — ^it is thy hand 

Alone can lift me up again. 

Come then, thou mighty Agent ! Gome ; 

The power of Faith and love impart ; 
O make my soul thy peaceful home, 

And new create my senseless heart. 
Vain doth unaided Nature strive 

To rise by efforts of her own ; 
The dead — thou only canst revive, 

And turn to flesh the heart of stone. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 

Hail, Love ! the promised seed e'er time began, 
Destined to heal mortality and pain ; 

Be-ope the gates of Paradise to man. 

And turn his earthly loss to heavenly gain. 

Hail, Love ! the Word, th' Incarnate Deity, 
Faithful and true, in whom the soul can trust. 

Th' unchanging, linked to mutability ; 
The deathless — ^made akin to dying dust. 



Hail, Loye ! and bid me, Jesu ! not depart ; 

Though unrequited, turn not Thou away ; 
True, pure, unchanging, deathless, as Thou art : 

The bye of man may perish or decay. 



Hail, Love ! the Lamb, appeaser of all strife ! 

Chaser of ills which rack the throbbing breast ; 
Sweetener of the bitter cup of life, 

Fard'ner of sin, which robs the soul of rest. 



14i GOD IS LOTS. 

Hail, Love ! the Christ, who agonised, and bled, 
And died, and rose man's ruined race to save ; 

Who spoiled the mighty spoiler Death, and led 
His captives forth triumphant firom the grave. 

Hail, Love ! the Lord, whom hell could not defeat. 
Who, not content to purge man's sin alone, 

Uplifts the beggar from his dimghill seat, 
And makes a rebel, partner of His throne. 

Hail, Love ! the Friend, whose heart-alluring smile 
Oan win the soul to purity and bliss ; 

If aught the eye of weeping can beguile, 
'Tis Love, 'tis Christ ! in such a world as this ! 

Hail, Love ! without beginning — ^without end. 
Beached only by eternity's vast line, 

Whose ocean-depth not Angels comprehend, 
Fathomed by man in fellowship divine. 

Hail, Love ! Jehovah, Mover of the soul 
To love his Christ, and TTin^ alone to prize ; 

Whose love can every other love control, 
Him self most loved— most lovely in my eyes. 



GOB IS LOYE. 15 

Without Thee, God of love ! O what were man ! 

A clod ! to sensuality confined ; 
His life a breath ! his being but a span ! 

His soul a living spirit, brute-enshrined ! 

Hail, Love ! First-bom, both human and divine, 
One with the great, the mighty God above ; 

All else shall fail, their glory shall decline. 

Save one— the Word— the Christ! 'Tis God, 'tis 
Love. 
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THE MAGI. 

Matthew ii. 1 — 10. 

Lead on, thou shining star ! and point the way 
To where the light of Life hath dawned on man. 
Light up the path of Season's darkened ray, 
Which gropes to find, what never mortal can — 
The mystery hidden since the world began, 
But now in latter days by God's decree 
Eevealed — fulfilling Wisdom's wondrous plan 
To raise our race, that Heav'n and Earth may see 
How merciful and just our Saviour God can be ! 

Lead on, thou shining star ! nor cease to shed 
Thy light to guide us on to wisdom's shrine : 
Ages their sin-encmnbered course have sped, 
Eull fraught with misery to Adam's line ; 
Ere rose the Sun of Eighteousness divine 
With healing in His beams — 'tis He alone 
Can give true light within our souls to shine, 
And make his renovating power known. 
And turn to feeling flesh Man's dead cold heart of stone. 



THE MA.ai. 17 

Lead on, thou shining star ! and guide our feet 
To Zion's city, which our God hath built ; 
Joy of the earth, where Truth and Mercy meet. 
In justice pardoning sin — atoning guilt ; 
Where sits enthroned the Prince of Peace, who spilt 
His blood to purge away our guilty stain ; 
Offering to thee, poor Gentile — if thou wilt — 
Salvation by His Cross — and thus constrain 
Thy death to sin's dominion, penalty, and pain. 

Lead on, thou shining star ! and show revealed 
The woman's seed, God's promise at the Fall ; 
Son of the Father, by the Spirit sealed. 
To work man's freedom from the devil's thrall; 
Eedeemer of the world, on Thee we call ; 
Desire of I^ations ! upon Thee we wait. 
Bemeipbering sore the wormwood and the gaU 
Of sin and suffering — now with Hope elate. 
We bring our Souls to Thee to save, and new create. 

Lead on, thou shining star ! that mortal eye 
Veiled in our flesh God uncreate may see ; 
That mortal hands may handle Him, and try 
The Body of His true Humanity. 
That — fiill reposing on His sympathy — 
The tempted soul, sore troubled and in pain, 



18 THE MAGI. 

May, heavy laden, to the Saviour flee, 
And, loosed from sin and Satan's galling chain, 
May with the dying thief lost Paradise regain. 

And was there no recovery from the Fall, 
But that our Maker, mortal made, should give 
His soul a ransom for the souls of all 
Who turn to Him in faith, that they may live P; 
That sinless He should agonize and grieve. 
And from the world in scorn and hate be driven 
By those He came in pity to relieve ? 
The Lamb ! without whom no remission 's given, 
"No pardon sealed on Earth, no title laid for Heaven. 

And must the convent of Law give place. 
And all of life-restoring power disclaim ; 
Weak through the flesh, as powerless to trace 
Gk)d's image on the soul, and man reclaim P 
And is the holy law of Gtoi to blame. 
If sinners are shut up in penal thrall 
Amid Sinai's thundering and flame ; 
If GK)d proclaim, and Law the doom forestall. 
That sinning in one point, man 's guilty found in all ? 

Lead on, thou shining star ! and guide our vray 
To one bom Mightier than the law to save ; 



THS MAai. 19 

Who, though Himself the law beneath He lay, 
Fulfill'd the whole to ransom firom the graye. 
Who sinless was made sin for us — who gaye 
His soul a sacrifice for sin, to atone 
The guilt of millions, who had else to braye 
Hell's quenchless fire, the worm's undjring groan ! 
But what the law could not — Christ did, and did alone ! 
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SALVATION. 



How prone is man to play the losing game ! 
To barter Heav'n for Earth, and to prefer 
A short-liv'd pleasure to eternal rest ! 
Like fools we grasp the baubles of this world, 
And toss our crown of endless life away ; 
Push from our lips the cup of heav'nly bliss. 
To quench our thirst with draughts of earthly joy. 
We live — how more insensate than the brute, 
Whom instinct prompts to shun the noisome weed, 
And cull with nicest tact the wholesome blade. 

Oh, let me drink at Wisdom's sacred well. 
And draw supplies of living water thence ; 
There let me sit, and hear my Shepherd's voice, 
And meditate His dying love to man ; 
Trace in the hostile spear, which pierced His side. 
The sword of everlasting justice bathed 
Li th' atoning blood of our Immanuel, 
Jehovah's fellow, and the sinner's friend, 



SALVATION. 21 

Eending the veil to open Mercy's fount, 
To purge from all pollution and all guilt, 
And cleanse mj lep'rous soul of all her stains. 
Come, fellow sinners ! wash you, make jou dean ; 
Come to the fountain opened for jour cure, 
And prove the healing virtue of its stream. 
Whose cleansing power none ever tried in vain. 
Cease the vain toil to wash the Ethiop white. 
To expel the spots of nature's tainted vest 
In springs which lack the purity of Heav'n. 
Had Naaman thought scorn of Jordan's wave, 
And clung for healing to his native brooks, 
He that was loathsome had been loathsome still. 

Beside Thee other lords have reign'd ; henceforth 
My heart shall own no kingly ride but Thine ; 
ShaU drive the erst usurpers &om its seat. 
And reinstate thee on Thy lawful throne. 
Oh ! let a rebel, now submissive, bow 
And touch the sceptre of Thy sov'reign grace, 
In mercy held to sinners forth, in pledge 
Of wrath appeased — of vengeance now disarmed, — 
Of pardon sealed — to penitents and me. 

Are there with callous heart and conscience sear'd 
Who sin to magnify abounding grace ? 



22 SALVATIOK. 

Who hold the truth unrighteous, and who turn 
Their life-&aught antidote to deadly bane, 
Heaping up wrath against the day of wrath, 
And righteous yengeance of a Grod defied P 
Woe waits all such — ^interminable woe— 
The abiding wrath of God— th' undying worm. 
The ever-during quenchless fire of hell. 
As if the grace which brings salvation, taught 
That men may live ungodly, and indulge 
Their appetites and passions as they please ! 
As if a holy G-od can wink at crime, 
Propitious to the guilt His soul abhors : 
And that His Son can advocate their shame, 
And plead their purchased privilege to sin ! 

Is Christ the minister of sin P His blood 
Shed He to give impunity to vice. 
Make void the law, and counsel its restraints P 
Or to enforce its sanctions did He die, 
Atoning for its breaches past, to win 
The soul to pay obedience doubly due, 
And purify itself, as He is pure ? 
The sacrifice He owns is — ^to obey. 
The surest only test of love to Him. 
Oh ! then forbear to crucify afresh 
"^e Lord of Glory, and to disannul 

right and title to the hearts He claims. 



SiXYATIOK. 28 

Our deeds proclaim the Master whom we eerre, 
If sin maintain its empire in the heart, 
And, o'er the body reigning uncontrolled, 
Sway it to act its death-engendering lusts ; 
Whose servants are we P subjects of what King ? 
Whose image and inscription do we bear P 
Are such the servants of the living God P 
A mind that's reprobate concerning good 
Is not a spot of God's regenerate child. 
But Satan's brand to mark his willing slave. 

Know, thou presumptuous sinner ! whom a heart, 
By sin deceived and hardened into guilt. 
Hath turned aside from purity and truth, 
Breaking the law thou dost dishonour God, 
Tread under foot th' Incarnate Son, and grieve 
The Holy Spirit, who applies his blood 
To sanctify, as well as save the soul. 
The blessings are inseparably joined. 
And both rejected, if the one's despised. 

Not thus, made free from sin, the heaven-bom soul 
Disclaims his obligations to his Lord. 
He makes his Christian liberty no plea 
To justify the indulgence of his lusts. 
Th' atoning blood, which washed away his guilt. 



24 SALYATIOir. 

Preserves him from contracting fouler stains* 
Being bom of God, he will not, cannot sin. 
His proof of son-ship is the likeness wrought 
To his Eedeemer's image in his soul, 
And evidenced by love to all mankind ; — 
The Spirit's witness testifies the change. 
Eedeem'd from converse vain, he now employs 
TTit^ tongue to celebrate the praise of Him, 
Who called him out of darkness into lights 
And made a child of hell the heir of Heav'n. 

Freedom from sin is Christian liberty. 
The sin-enslaved wear Satan's galling chain ; 
His wages death — eternal death — denounced 
Against offenders who transgress the law, 
Unless its awful curse should be repealed 
By Him, who meekly bowed His sinless head 
Beneath its curse, and all its claim fulfilled ; 
Who gave Himself an offering for sin. 
In pity to redeem self-ruin' d man. 
To new-create his soul which sin destroy'd, 
And win him back to holiness and Heav'n. 
What fearful doom then waits the daring guilt 
Of him, who scorns the covenant of peace, 
Who impiously presumes upon His grace. 
To disobey His precepts, and accounts 



SALTATIOK. 25 

The sanctifying blood a thing unholy ? 
But fools make mock of sin, — ^make light of that, 
Which, but imputed, cost the Saviour groans, 
And struck His soul with death-appalling pangs. 
Behold Him hanging, bleeding on the cross, 
And laying down His life for guilty men, 
Scouted and scorn' d by those He died to save. 
See there His. love. His deep mysterious love ! 
Which floods of persecution could not quench, 
Nor malice of a raging world confound, — 
A rebel world, in arms against its Ghod ! 
The Gk)d who made it, and when self-defaced, 
Came to repair the beauty sin had marr'd. 

But fear not Thou, poor contrite soul, to rest 
Thy hopes of heaven on so sure a base. 
Thy Ark of refuge, and thy Tow'r of strength. 
The feeblest lamb in all His flock He bears 
In His compassionate bosom, and will shield 
His weakness &om th' assault of aU his foes, 
And disappoint their fury ; from the mouth 
Of babes and sucklings still perfecting praise. 
He sways the sceptre of both worlds ; to Him 
All power in heaven and on earth is given ; 
He will not fail nor disappoint the soul 
That comes to Him in penitence and £dth, 





26 SALVATIOir. 

To seek the Father's reconciled hce 
Propitious tum'd to His rebellious child. 
The prajer he utters enters in His ears ; 
The tear he sheds is noted in His book ; 
His sorrows, fears, and conflicts all are told 
To His High Priest ; His sympathy he claims, 
Who, exercised by deep experience, knew 
The tempted soul's distress from Satan's wiles, 
And, when he lifts the earnest cry for help, 
Hastes to his succour, and the tempter flies. 
Say not thy hope is perish'd from the Lord. 
Though dark and dreary be temptation's night, 
The day shall dawn, and bring thee light and joy. 
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THE PENITENT SINNER'S EETUEN TO GOD. 



" I will arise and go to my Father.'' — ^LuKE xv. 18. 



Turn to thy Eather's house, though thence expell'd, 

As all have been who like thee have rebelled. 

Homeward return, nor think thou shouldst delay 

TiU ripen'd goodness point thee out the way. 

Oh ! if thou wait until that better mind 

Be wrought within thee, and to G-od inclined 

By aught obedient duty can prefer 

As plea to urge the suit thou wouldst defer, — 

Thou wilt — ^thou must remain for ever such, 

As now thou art — ^if righteous over much, 

Sinner enough to seal thy future doom. 

And send thee unforgiven to the tomb. 

Oh ! then return, nor slight Jehovah's love, 
Who, to redeem thee, lefb His throne above : 

c2 
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Came down to save thee, guilty as thou art, 
To new-create thee, and to change thy heart. 
He sees thee wretched, poor and blind, and weak, 
The lost — the sinner whom He came to seek. 
Oh ! had I waited till myself had wrought 
To Heav'n and G-od-ward one repenting thought ! 
Or had He waited for the dead to give 
Some sign of life, ere He had bid me live, 
My soul had beenunquicken'd and unmoved. 
And dead in sin, unfelt and unreproved. 

Th' unsullied Prude indignant lifts her brow. 
And cries, '' Stand back, I am holier than thou :" 
And the self-righteous Pharisee disdains 
To mix her sinless virtue with thy stains. 
The world too scorns thee, and derides to see 
Its contrite guilty outcast bend the knee. 
And suppliant sue, in deep repentant tones, 
Drown'd by the Spirit's speechless cries and groans. 
For mercy — mercy — given unto none. 
Except by grace through faith in His dear Son ; 
And so to all who self-condemn' d repair 
To God in Christ, as reconciled there. 

Oh ! then, return — admittance now is sure 
Through Christ, who died thy pardon to procure. 
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Knock at His Father's gate — He gave the will ; 
Knock loud and long — knock louder, longer still ; 
If stiU denied, stiU staj and knock the more- 
Pray on, and faint not, 'tis thy Father's door ! 
His mercy is not dull and slow to hear, 
But waits and waits for thee to persevere. 
'Tis hinged on mercy, open'd at my cry — 
A sin-convicted sinner, doom'd to die ; 
Who, in arrest of judgment, had no plea. 
But that He loved, and gave Himself for me. 

Come thou to Him, sin-tainted as thou art ; 
Eor if He wash thee not, thou hast no part 
In all He did to cleanse thee from thy stain, 
But foul and jBlthy thou must e'er remain, 
Do not His thorn-crown' d, sweating, bleeding brow. 
Pierced side, and lacerated hands avow 
The deep mysterious love He had to thee. 
Whose sin concurr'd to nail Him to the tree ? 
And wilt thou proudly dare to meet the frown, 
And bear the wrath which bow'd thy Saviour down. 
Both Soul and Body bruised without — ^within, 
As then and there an offering made for sin ? 

Oh ! then, return — and rest thee in His love. 
On whom the Spirit lighted like a Dove ; 
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In Him the Eather is weU pleased to see 

O'er sin the second Adam's victory ; 

No vengeful terrors flash from Sion's hill, 

Hush'd is Sinai's thunder — all it still ; 

The over-arching Bow of mercy bends, 

And turns His fiercest foe— men — into Mends. 

Thy every breach upon thy surety 's laid, 

His every deed of duty thine is made ; 

The law fulfill'd in every point is thine, 

A righteousness, as perfect as divine. 

Hell heard astonish'd, with its rebel crew, — 
" Father, forgive, they know not what they do !" 
Angels and Archangels look'd admiring on 
To mark the bearing of the Eternal Son — 
To see their Lord, the Holy One, submit 
To die the death, as sin accursed and smit ; 
Forsaken of God as bearing all the guilt 
Of the whole world for whom His blood He spilt, 
That He might make atonement for their sin, 
And everlasting righteousness bring in. 
To wash and cleanse them from their guilty stain. 
And to His God present them pure again. 

Ah ! Fellow sinner ! whosoe'er thou art 
That feel'st thy sin lie heavy on thy heart ; 
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Come in repentance and in faith, and place 
Thy hope of pardon on the Saviour's grace. 
Made manifest in filesh, for thee He died ; 
For thee in weakness He was crucified. 
Why dost thou lingering halt and stay behind P 
When Christ invites thee, why so disinclined ? 
Canst thou desire, or can thy God bestow 
Blessings more rich, more free, than those which flow 
Through His dear Son to thee, who for thee died ; 
Whose blood speaks wrath appeased, His Eather re- 
conciled ? 

Come, then, polluted one ! and boldly take 

Life freely ofler'd thee for Jesus' sake. 

Come to the Lord who bought thee, and who gave 

Himself the price to ransom from the grave: 

Howe'er defiled, once purged, there will remain 

Of aU thy past transgressions not a stain. 

Say not thy sin is greater than His love. 

Whose mercy spans from Earth to Heav'n above ; 

Whose blood from all sin cleanses, and who came 

To save the lost, the erring to reclaim, 

The dead to raise — the prisoners to free ; 

Aye every sin-bound creature — even the worst — e'enThee. 

Oh ! then, return — delay not, sinner — ^now — 
Now kiss the Son, before His sceptre bow. 
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Take with thee words from God the Spirit leam'd : 

^' Turn thou me, Lord, and so shall I be tum'd ;" 

" Be merciful to my sin, for it is great ; 

Still for thy loving-kindness will I wait;" 

And knock and seek and ask till Mercy ope the gate ; 

When to Thy Cross I lift the languid eye, 

I half believe that I may venture nigh ; 

Sure the repentant Thief found favour there. 

And I, as vile as he, need not despair ; 

To all, who look to Thee in faith, is giv'n 

Pardon and Peace, and Eighteousness and Heav'n. 
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"HIM THAT COMETH TJNTO ME I WILL 
IN NO WISE CAST OUT." 

John vi. 87. 



Ah ! why from Christ should doubt and fear 

Our guilty souls affright ; 
And urge the plea that we appear 

Too sinful in His sight P 

Eemember, none on Earth applied 

To Him in vain for aid. 
He never then one suit denied, 

Nor then His help delay'd. 

No case was then beyond His cure, 

" He healed all that came ;" 
Trust in Him now ; for be ye sure 

His pow'r and love 's the same. 

And though the soul in deepest guilt 
Be plunged ; there will remain 

A deeper love in Him who spilt 
His blood to wash the stain. 

c3 
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PSALM CXXXIX. 

Where canst thou, wretched sinner, flee 
The wrath of thine offended G^od ? 

"WTiere wilt thou hide thy guilt and be 
Secure from His avenging rod ? 

Go where thou wilt — thou canst not shun 
His presence, who pervades all space ; 

The rising and the setting sun 

Lie circled in His close embrace. 

If to creation's utmost bound 

"With morning light thou wing'st thy way. 
The starry suns, which glow around, 

Are hidings of His perfect day. 

Darkness unveils each secret deed. 

Bares it to His all-seeing eye ; 
From His observance never freed, 

Where'er thou art, " I AM " is nigh. 
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The grave of death, the womb of birth, 

In yam thj hiding shun to tell ; 
Omnipotence shall draw thee forth, 

Or drag thee from the depths of hell. 

Where canst thou, wretched sinner, flee 

The wrath of thine offended God P 
Where wilt thou hide thy guilt and be 

Secure from His avenging rod P 

Where but to Jesus* bleeding side 

Eor cleansing from thj guilty stain P 

The sinner there may safely hide. 
And not a spot of sin remain. 

His ransomM Ones from sin are free, 

Through Christ's atoning blood forgiven. 

His blood and righteousness their plea 
By which in Him to enter Heav'n. 
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PELIX INTELIX. 



" When I have a conveDient season I will call for thee." 

Acts xxIt. 25. 



Gk) now, and when I've leisure, 

I'll send to hear thee speak ; 
Thy words obstruct my pleasure, 

And all my purpose shake : 
My fleshy lust so binds me, 

I cannot break the chain, 
To-day unready finds me, 

To-morrow come again. 

Day unto day still utters 
Its oft-unheeded speech ; 

Around the head it flutters. 

But ne'er the heart doth reach 
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'Tis steep'd in sensual sloth, 
He wallows in the mire ; 

His carnal mind being loath, 
"Will not to Heav'n aspire ! 

And though the man will tremble, 

And quail beneath reproof; 
His heart will still dissemble, 

And still will keep aloof: 
Paul's reasoning may be weighty. 

But stronger is his lust ; 
And proof to Christ's entreaty, 

He dies and turns to dust. 

And there unchanged he Hes, 

The mthy—mthy stiU, 
Unmeet for Paradise, 

Impure in heart and will. 
No Christ is there to atone 

His sin, and set him free 
Prom Hell ; He could alone — 

But now — that may not be. 

The mediatorial hour 

Is past — his doom is seal'd. 
And Gbd His wrathf td power 

Already hath reveal' d. 
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Conscience, that never dies, 

Its wonn of torment sends ; 

And quenchless thought supplies 
The fire that never ends. 

Then, sinner ! turn to-day, 

While yet thy Gbd is nigh ; 
'Tis madness to delay. 

To-morrow thou mayst die ! 
O, kiss the Son, and bow 

And yield thee His for ever ; 
The accepted Time is now, — 

That past, it may be never. 
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" O KING, LIVE FOE EVEE." 



Daniel yi. 21. 



" O King, live for ever." The Saints are all Kings, 
Made such unto Q-od by the Saviour, who brings 
His life-giving Grace to the quickened from sin. 
Who have life eternal abiding within. 
Their life is with Christ hid in God ; who shall sever 
From Him ? since He lives, so shall they live for ever 
The work once begun by the Grace He has given. 
He never will cease till perfected for Heav'n. 

" King, live for ever," Believers may cry ; 

Who live and believe in Him never shall die. 

His blood is th* embalming — ^prolonging their breath— 

Which purges their body of sin and of death ; 

Which makes them die daily for ever to live, 

A privilege God — and God only — can give. 

For 'tis life eternal to know Him that's true. 

As Christ — the Bedeemer of Gentile and Jew. 
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" O King, live for ever." The Kingdom is thine, 
Secured to God's child by His promise divine. 
And since thou art Heir, to possess it thou'rt firee, 
" 'Tis the Father's good pleasure to give it to thee ;" 
To thee, and to all who to Christ are allied ; 
For the throne of His Glory He shares with his Bride, 
The Church, the King's Daughter, all glorious within. 
Without spot or wrinkle, or blemish or sin. 

" O King, live for ever," nor fear thee to trust 

All of thee that's mortal to sleep in the dust. 

Life and death are both ours ; to the Saints He both 

gives, 
'Tis in Christ the Saint dies, 'tis in Christ the Saint lives. 
His Eedeem'd live for ever — They live to His praise. 
Who is pledged their vile body all glorious to raise. 
" O King, live for ever," triumphantly sing. 
The grave has no victory — Death has no sting. 
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NEW TEAE'S DAT— 1843. 



Lines written in the (Annual) Pocket Remembranoer presented 

to my "Wife. 



The Living ! He shall duly praise 
The God of life for added days ; 
The Living ! she shall tune her song 
To Him who doth her life prolong ; 
And while on earth we share His love, 
"Who died to fix our hopes above ; 
And taste His grace, who rose to save 
Our hopes from burial in His grave, — 
Let not a moment, hour, or day, 
Of life pass unimproved away ; 
So that there may — if spared the year — 
Some fruits of Eighteousness appear — 
The Spirit's seal to mark us, blest. 
And prove us heirs of promised rest. 
Some fruit, betokening — ^in the ground 
Of both our hearts true faith is found — 
That — ^foolish once — ^we now are wise, 
And live for mansions in the skies. 
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THE INFIDEL SUITOE EBJECTED. 



<( 



CSan two walk together except they be agreed V* — ^Amos iii. 8. 



He would have plighted Paith with me — ^but how could I 

receive 
The troth of him who said that in my Ood he'd ne'er 

believe ? 
What profit that to varied worth my soul had been allied, 
Apart from that which must obscure the worth of all 

beside P 

Can twain together hold through life except they be 

agreed? 
The Cross of Christ to me a wise— to him a foolish creed ! 
Could earthly love be kept alive without the altar's fire, 
And not the Heav'nly spark be crush'd beneath the 

world's desire? 
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To stifle and suppress the breath of pure and hallow'd 

love! 
To banish from my breast the dove of peace — ^all peace 

above ! 
To risk the wreck of hopes which make all other hopes 

secure, 
The loss of wealth, to which the weidth of worlds on worlds 

were poor ? 

I loved — but must no longer love a thing of earth alone ! 
Mj heart, which once did beat for him, is now my 

Saviour's throne ! 
Affection's bands, though knit on earth, not even Death 

must sever ! 
And love, once kindled in my breast, must brightly bum 

for ever ! 

Then cease, my foolish heart, to urge one compromising 

plea. 
It is no mortal arm sustains thy struggle to be free. 
Lord ! let me hold thy Truth above my life, my love, 

my all! 
Thy still small voice within me pleads, and I obey the 

call. 
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STANZAS WEITTEN FOE MT DAUGHTER. 



To fling to the Air of " The Bover*8 Bride."* 



Oh ! If thou lov'st me, my sweet Bride, 

Quit, quit the worldly throng ; 
Nor let the tide of folly gHde, 

And bear thee thus along. 
Oh'! say, my fond one ! hast thou found 

In the garb which pleasure wears. 
The joy that's found to twine around 

The hearts which love endears ? 

If revelry and dance, and show 

And hollow mirth, can move 
The healthful glow — ^the spirit's flow ; — 

Then cheer thee, Idve and Love ! 
But transient these, they all must cease. 

Their joys are poor and vain ; 
There is no peace, but in release 

From pleasure's galling chain. 
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But if thou lov'st me, as I love, 

Love shaU unfailing bring 
The peaceful dove from Heav'n above, 

"With healing in his wing. 
Shall bring a peace surpassing thought. 

Beyond what worlds can give ; 
A peace that's wrought by him who bought 

And bid thee, Love and Live ! 

Then if thou lov'st me, my sweet Bride ! 

The siren World forego — 
Oh ! dash aside its cup of pride, 

Its pageantry of woe ! 
The song of its unhallow'd glee 

May draw thee from thy rest — 
The Home that's free to thee and me, 

The mansions of the blest. 



t-TS^-e^f^jftSi^sr--^ 



46 IN IMITATION OE WALLEB'B BOSE. 



IN IMITATION OF WALLEE'S EOSE. 



To Celia — — with a Rose — received from her a bad— and 

retamed full blown. 



Go, lovely Eose ! 

Tell Celia that the fairest flower 
Of beauty grows 
To bud and bloom one little hour, 
Ere withered by Time's blighting power. 

Oo in the pride 

Of summer's swift-decaying sheen ; 
Ere Death deride 
Thy short-lived hope of being seen, 
And nothing tell that thou hast been. 

Go in the pride 

Of life, and with thy ruddy face 
Tell her, that Tune 

Will neither linger nor retrace 
The steps which speed to Death's embrace. 
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Qto with the glow 

Of health upon thy cheek and say, — 
Fair mortal ! know, 

The ruddy bloom I wear to-day, 
To-morrow's blast may blow away. 

Tell her, frail flower ! 

As all thy sweets exhale to die. 
That virtue's hour 

Is past ! !No, never ! her last sigh 
Mingles with immortaUty. 
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TRANSLATIONS FEOM HOEACE. 

Seek not to know tlie period given 
To thy sojourning under Heaven, 
Whether a gracious God in store 

For thee have woe or bliss ! 
"Whether He grant some winters more, 

Or cut thee short with this : 
Which on the restless billow rides, 
Now soars aloft, and now subsides. 

Now vernal gales in turn succeed, 

As " surly winter"* quits the plain, 
And ships, from icy fetters freed. 

Are launched into the yielding main. 
No more the snow in flaky falls 

The meadow clothes in white attire ; 
No more the herds delight in stalls, 

No more the ploughman heeds the fire. 

* And see where " surly winter" passes off 
Far to the North and caUs his mfBan blasts. 

Thomson's Writings. 
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And now led forth by their chosen queen 

The rustic choirs advance ; 
They mernly hie to the moonlight green 

To join in a woodland dance. 
Each head with myrtle green is crowned, 

Or decked with the blushing rose, 
Or tricked with flowers that on the soft ground 

Their matchless forms disclose. 

Oh ! let not man, proud man, re&se 

His sacrifice of prayer and praise, 
To Him who thus the year renews, 

Ajid earth in loveliness arrays : . 
Who when the soul in darkness lies. 

And Satan's thrall, and Error's blight. 
Sends forth His Word — ^the Word that cries, 

"Let there be Light :" and there is Light. 
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FEAGMENT. 

What field, enriched by Latium's blood. 
Doth not by monumental piles attest 
Our impious battles, and the din 
Heard by the Modes, of Latium's ruin ! 
O what an abyss ! where is the river 
XJntinged with blushes for our mournful war, 
Unpurpled by our strife ; what sea 
Have not the Daimian butcheries discoloured ; 
What shore is left unsated with our blood ? 



PBAGMENT. 

Lo ! where Soracte's white-clad height 

Emerges from a deep of snow ; 

Where sink the woods beneath their weight, 

4nd frost-bound rivers cease to flow. 
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ODE. 

Maecenas ! sprung from royal ancestors, 
O both my patron and my darling pride ! 

There are whom it delights to have amassed 
Olympic dust in chariots ; and the goal 
Missed by the glowing wheels, and chaplet crown 
Ennobling lift the lords of Earth to Heaven. 
This man — ^if the crowd of fickle Eomans 
Vie to exalt him with united honours : 
Another — if he have stored up in bams 
Whate'er is swept from Libyan threshing-floors, 
Joying to plough his patrimonial fields : 
These thou canst never tempt by wealthy bribes 
To cut in Cyprian bark th' .^gean Sea, 
As shivering mariners. The merchant, fearing 
The South-west raging o'er Icarian waves, 
Extols the rural quiet of his home : 
Anon, not brooking poverty to bear, 
He fits his shattered ships for sea again. 

There is who slights not cups of mellow wine, 
Nor scorns to while away full half the day ; 
Now stretched at length beneath a shady tree. 
Now at the gentle head of sacred stream. 
Camps please the many, and the trumpet's sound 
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Mixed with the horn, and battles, — ^all abhorred 
By matron dames. Lives in the winter air 
The huntsman, heedless of his tender spouse ; 
Whether the stag be viewed by his staunch hounds. 
Or Marsian boar have broke the nice-wrought toils. 
Me ivy, the reward of learned brows, 
Ennobling, lifts on high ; me the cool grove 
And nimble company of Nymphs and Satyrs 
Distinguish from the throng ; if nor Euterpe 
"Withhold her flute, nor Polyhymnia 
Sestrain her hand to strike the Lesbian lyre. 
But if with Lyric Bards enrolled by thee, 
I strike the stars with my exalted head. 



ODE. 



That man had oak and triple brass 
About his breast, who to the rough sea 
Committed first his feeble bark, 
Nor feared the rushing south-west wind 
Conflicting with the northern blast ; 
Nor moaning Hyades, nor the rage 
Of Notus o'er the Adriatic, 
Than whom none holds more arbitrary sway 
To raise, or as he lists to still its waves. 
What forms of death could he have feared ? 
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He who with eyes unblenching hath beheld 

The swimming monsters, who hath seen 

The swollen main ; and Acroceraunia 

Dismal rocks. In vain a Gk)d all wise 

Hath separated lands asunder 

By the repulsive ocean ; 

Of impious ships pass noWithstaading 

Over the abyss, not meant to be explored. 

Bold to dare all, presumptuous man 

Bushes headlong upon forbidden evil ! 

Japhet's audacious son brought the electric fire 

Amongst the nations, filched from the thunder-cloud 

Of the reverberating vault of heaven : 

Thenceforth consumption and a novel train 

Of fevers brooded on the peopled earth. 

The slow-sure Messenger of Death, 

Lingering before, his pace accelerated : 

Daedalus, by wings not given to man. 

Tried the void air. Herculean strength 

"Would force, if possible, the gates of Hell, 

And free the spirits in prison. "Watt "with his steamy 

power 
Annihilated space : to man is nothing hard. 
The Heaven above by folly we assail. 
And tempt Jehovah to pour forth in wrath 
His vengeful thunder for our sinfulness. 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM JAUMEFS POEM 
OF YOOSOOF AND ZULIKHA : 

OB, 



DESOEIPTIOir AND INTOOATION OF LOVE. 

Come, Love ! with all thy wile and magic art, 

Whether or peace or strife from thee arise ; 

Thou who canst wisdom to the fool impart,* 

"With folly canst infatuate the wise ; 

Whose snare in Beauty's curly ringlet lies. 

Luring the heedless Reason to his doom : 

Escape in vain the fluttering captive tries. 

Nor can, till freed by thee, his light resume ; 

Nor can, but at thy torch, his smothered flame relume. 

The lover lives but in his charmer's sight. 
With her alone he finds his heart's repose. 
The moth, enamoured of the candle-light. 
Turns from the sun to where the taper glows. 

* Vide Dryden's ** Cymon and Iphigenia." 
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The boolbool wooes no mistress but tbe rose ; 

'Mid clustering flowers he owns Her sweet control. 

The sun-kissed lotus no regard bestows 

Upon the wan, cold moon. The thirsty soul 

Spurns every cloying sweet, to quafl* the brimming bowl. 



JOSEPH. 

Oh ! it were vain in mortal mould to trace 
A form so faultless — in his lineaments blending 
Such various beauty, dignity, and grace; 
Wit beaming bright, expression never ending, 
Seemed as the hoories, their endowments lending, 
In sofb assemblage here together met ! 
Erect his cypress stature, and descending 
Adown his shoulders waved the locks of jet, — 
A reason-tangHng web ! — a wit-ensnaring net ! 
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MOENmG. 

Mom streaked the East, and chased the shades of Night ; 
To western realms the raven Darkness flew ; 
Nature unveiling robed herself in light, 
As, ushering Dawn, the cock his clarion blew. 
The lovely Jasmine bathed her head in dew ; 
The Violet her hair in ringlets dressed : 
These all around an amber odour threw. 
The enamoured Nightingale his Eose caressed. 
And burst the silken tie which bound his favourite's 
breast. 



NIGHT. 

'Twas Night — a night like infant's breathing sweet ! 

A night like youth's inviting season fair ! 

No fin was heard to cleave, no wing to beat 

Th' expanse serene of water and of air. 

Awed by the pause of Nature, demon Care 

Slunk from the world, nor durst its slumber break ; 

While earth-bom creatures, needful of repair, 

Supine were stretched, their wonted rest to take ; 

And,* save of watchful Star, no eye remained awake. 

* " All but the ever-wakeful eye of Jove," singa Homeb in his 
beautiful parallel description of Night, as translated by Pope. 
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LINES WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF AN 
OLD SCHOOLFELLOW. 

Can Time with withering touch efface 

The sunny smiles our boyhood wore ? 
Ah, no ! though distant, dim, we trace 

The images which pleased before ; 
And Memory still will fondly dwell 

On youthful scenes receding fast ; 
And Fancy weave a witching spell 

To shed a radiance on the past. 



ALBUM AD DOMINAM. 



Lines written on the first blank page of my Wife's private Diaiy. 



Lady ! confide thy secret thought 

To my unsullied breast ; 
No prying eye shall glance at aught 

By Love and Truth confessed. 
Liviolate the sacred trust 

My faithful page shall keep, 
Nor tell the record, till thy dust 

ShaU summon me to weep. 
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A PAETING WISH— 1819. 



Lines written on the first blank leaf of the ** Olney Hymns." 



Dear M — tl — k ! if a wish of mine 
. May ^all a blessing down, 'tis this : — 
Be every bliss thou wishest thine, 
With grace to never wish amiss. 

Eun on, endued by Heav'nly Grace, 
By Eaith the narrow pathway keep ; 

The goal is near, and short the race ; — 
Eun on, while I but feebly creep. 

Farewell ! though absent, still impart 
Thy tender sympathy in Prayer ; 

Write, Lord, Thy Word within his heart. 
And breathe Thy quick'ning spirit there ! 
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EIDDLE. 

A tenant of heaven and earth, air and sea, 

Pray tell me, ye fair, who or what I can be ? 

And take, to unravel my mystery, the clue 

Which follows, and points me distinctly to you. 

In the midst of creation my being began, 

And was doubly confirmed on the naming of man ; 

With angels above, and with mortals below, 

I have ever since dwelt, as they all ought to know ; 

Indeed there's no place where I'm not to be found, — 

Above and beneath, near and far, all around ; 

With the set-in of darkness my form I display, 

And embody myself in the middle of day ; 

I am seen with the coward, I am found with the brave ; 

I am claimed, too, alike by the freeman and slave, 

And my character 's stamped on the saint and the knave. 

I am always in fear, yet can't keep out of harm, — 

Breathed ever so softly, I'm heard with alarm ; 

Borne headlong in anger, I am soon hushed in peace ; 

While in death I recline, I shall never decease. 

With loyalty linked, I am chained to disgrace ; 

And am always in pain, with a laugh on my face. 
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In learning, tHough mute, none have ventured to scan 
The arcana of science, but with me they began. 
In arts and in arms, it ia I lead the way, 
And over three parts of the world I bear sway. 
It is Europe disowns me — ^but her I'll be quit on. 
Contented to keep a tight hold upon Britain. 
In France I'm abroad, but in Scotland at home, 
Have a lodging in ^N'aples, but no place in Eome. 
The bad world pronounces me always insane, 
Like the moon, because given to wax and to wane ; 
But I'm forced thus to change, and consent to my shape 
Being taken to grace both the ass and the ape. 
From a maid I'm inseparate — if a maiden for life, 
For alas, I can never put up with a wife ! 
Still, a woman, though married, can never disclaim 
My acquaintance, and have any right to the name. 
Though inconstant she be as myself, I will keep 
My hold on her heart, when awake or asleep. 
What more must be told you to bring me in view. 
Though I'm not to be seen till I bid you — Adieu. 

THE END. 
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